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Show-off. 


James slammed every door behind him on the way back to his hotel suite, bristling with hostility as he 
stomped down the hallway. He couldnt have stayed in that room a minute longer without punching something. 
Images swam in his mind as he stalked down the corridor, images he wanted to bury with the beer waiting in 


his fridge. Images he felt he couldn't escape lately. 


What was meant to be a simple reception for journalists and the record company had quickly turned in to 
another leg of the Kirk and Lars show, draped all over each other as a young reporter from MTV giggled, 
twirling her hair around her finger. The touchy-feeliness James could cope with. He was used to Lars' easiness 


with human contact. When Lars had tilted his head towards the lead guitarist, lifting his chin up and darting his 


tongue out to play with Kirk's piercing, James had seen red. 


Fucking slut: 


He continued cursing Lars out in his mind as he forced the keycard into the slot, throwing the door open with 
more force than was necessary. Whatever. It wasn't like they couldn't afford to pay for hotel damage any 
more. That had changed. Alongside everything else. 


Semi-sober eyes landed on the mess cluttering his suite. The unmade bed was a tangle of sheets, remnants of 
another sleepless night. Beer cans littered the floor, a testament to days and nights spent cooped up alone in 
the room with nothing but his guitar and his thoughts. James knew he was being pathetic. But it was easier to 


blame his anger on Lars than admit how lonely he was. 
A heavy thump on the door broke his thoughts. ‘Hey, dick! You there? 


James groaned silently as Lars' voice penetrated the door. So he'd managed to untangle himself from Kirk for a 
few minutes, great. James chose to ignore him, focusing his attention on the contents of the hotel fridge 


instead. 


‘| know you're in there, James. | saw you take off from the party: Silence. ‘Fine, if you're going to sit in there 


and sulk.. 
Good Leave. Go back to the party, maybe fuck him on the bar in front of the press, see if | care. 


The sound of the lock turning drew his eyes to the door as Lars stepped inside, shutting it behind him as he 
held up a plastic card. ‘Got it off Gio. | knew you'd be a bitch about it! 


James just grunted, pulling a beer from the fridge. Lars walked further inside the room, wrinkling his nose at 


the mess on the floor. 
‘Why'd you storm off? 


James glared at Lars as he straightened, steeling himself for a fight. ‘Forgive me if | didn't want to stick 


around for your little show: 


Lars just snorted, a smirk dancing across his face. This was the Lars that James hated the most. The one 
that looked at him with cool indifference. The one that didn't run after him anymore, didn't shout at him 


anymore. Didn't do much of anything with him anymore. 


He took in the sight in front of him. Gone was the long-haired elfin bundle of energy in unwashed jeans and 
faded band shirts. In his place was someone else. Polished black boots, tight leather pants and a thin black 
sweater clung to the lean, compact body. Green eyes ringed with kohl watched him from a face framed by 


slicked-back hair. The change had been so gradual that James felt like he hadn't really noticed, until now. 


‘You look like a whore: 


Lars just rolled his eyes. James didn't stop there, determined to get a rise out of him. To shake the icy 


reproval from his eyes. 

‘| bet Kirk just loves it: 

Lars’ eyes narrowed slightly at that. ‘That's what this is about? Me and Kirk? 

James just shrugged. He knew how to be infuriating. He opened his beer, not saying anything further. 
‘Because we fucking kissed a few times? Jesus: 

Hearing the words trip off Lars' tongue like they meant nothing only added to his irritation Part of James felt 
stupid for the twisted rage directed at one of his best friends. Kirk was like a brother to him, despite their 
differences. But now, as anger and distrust clouded everything, he was afraid that he was going to lose what 
mattered most to him. He just couldn't find the words to tell Lars that. 

‘It's just a bit of fun, James. You remember fun, don't you?! 

James’ growled ‘Fuck you' did nothing to keep Lars from pressing the issue. 

‘It doesn't mean anything: 

‘So why do you keep fucking doing it? 

Lars just levelled his stare back at him, cool accusation written across his face. 

‘Are you jealous? 

James looked away and stared hard at the floor. ‘| don't like it: 

‘Why? 

Little dick is never happy with the short answer. 


‘Because we're a metal band, not a fucking... soap opera or whatever! We've already scared off enough fans 
with the new shit, we don't need you and Kirk fuckin’ parading around with your tongues down each other's 


throats: 


James huffed and drained the beer clenched in his hand, crushing the can and tossing it on the floor to join 


the others. They'd become a permanent decorating feature of late, it seemed. 


Lars was quiet for a moment. ‘So that's all you care about? Our image?" 


He wasn't sure if he'd imagined it, but it sounded almost as though there was a sliver of hurt in Lars’ 
question. James knew if he looked up he'd be met with green eyes boring into him, breaking through his walls. 
They always did. He wasn't about to let his resolve crumple completely. 

No... fuck. | just- fuck, Lars, you know why: 


‘Do |?" Lars‘ tone was sharper than before. 


James groaned in frustration, his temper starting to rise. ‘Why do you have to be such a dick about this? | 
don't like it when you do that with him, why do | have to explain myself? 


He had no idea why he thought Lars would let it go. Sure enough, Lars was in his face seconds later, cold fury 
radiating off him. 


‘Fucking say it then, huh? Why can't you just admit it? 

Screw it 

‘Yes, okay? Yes, I'm fucking jealous. And you have to keep pushing it." James toed one of the beer cans on the 
floor, refusing to meet Lars’ eyes. After skating the can around a few more times, he sat heavily on the bed, 
bones feeling too weary to hold him up any more. He looked up to match Lars' gaze, spurred on by anger. 


‘Jesus Christ. How do you think | fucking feel, watching you kiss Kirk of all people? 


Lars appeared to have calmed down slightly, having got the answer he wanted. The reproachful look in his eyes 


was still there, however. ‘Why do you think | do it? 

James knew full well why he did it. After fifteen years of fooling around, awkward teenage fumbles turning in 
to all-consuming moments wherever they could grab them, he wanted some confirmation that this meant 
something. And James wanted to give that to him, one day. But he had to be sure. 

‘Do you.. want him? 

‘Kirk? 

James swallowed hard as he nodded, not sure he was ready for the answer. 

‘He's a good-looking guy, yeah: 

James gaze dropped to his lap again. 


‘But he's not you.’ 


Long fingers picked at a non-existent thread on the sheets of the unmade bed, grappling with insecurity. 
‘That's kind of the appeal, isn't it? 

He wasn't aware that Lars had heard his quiet murmur until two booted feet entered his eyeline. 

‘What are you saying?" 


James lifted his head slightly, staring at the silver belt buckle in front of him. The discreet designer logo 
engraved into the metal glinted in the low light as he struggled with his words. 


‘tm afraid you like him more than you like me! 


A long sigh, and then Lars‘ palms were cupping his cheeks, lifting James’ head up to force him to meet his 


gaze. 
‘You're an idiot, you know that? 


James’ fingers slid under Lars’ belt buckle of their own accord, dropping his head to rest his forehead against 
Lars' stomach. 


‘| don't want to lose you: 
‘You don't have to, James: 


This time when he met Lars's eyes the resentment was gone, replaced by something warmer. More familiar. 
Lars' thumb traced James’ cheekbone as his chin pressed against his sternum, his soft murmur vibrating 


through his chest. ‘I'm not going anywhere: 


With that James tugged Lars into his lap, kissing him hard as cool hands slid inside his shirt. He let Lars push 
his weight over him, causing them to both topple back onto the bed. The jealousy and loneliness of the past 
few weeks showed in James' kiss as he rolled Lars underneath him, smearing eyeliner, biting and nipping 
wherever he could taste skin. Desperate to mark him as his own. 


He was being childish, he knew that. He also knew Lars wasn't the type to submit unless he was getting 
something in return. But now, as he brushed his lips over a fresh bite mark and lifted his head to claim Lars' 
mouth again, he hoped Lars realised that he wanted to give him everything, even if he couldn't say it. 


And the way Lars kissed him back, wrapping his arms around his back to pull their bodies flush together, told 


him that this was enough for now. 


